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fun when I'm writing/reading fanfiction so this will be quite the delight. LOL. <3 


Leilanie sighed as she ran about backstage, her thick black waves swaying behind her. Her arms filled with solo 
cups for the backstage buffet; she had to race as fast as she could across the city of Los Angeles and race 
back to the amphitheatre before she was even missed. Sometimes she hated her job, being a backstage 
assistant wasn't easy. She had gotten used to the routine but when she first started, it was hell on Earth. You 
had to constantly keep up with the times that the band was arriving, make sure they had what they 
requested in their dressing rooms, make sure all the coffee was fresh and the buffet for after concert was 
set out. Luckily, she wasn't the only backstage assistant much to her grateful delight. Leilanie flashed a bright 


smile at everyone she passed, her bright blue eyes darting across the expanse of the backstage area. 


Leilanie let out a sigh of relief as she set the cups on the table, tearing open the plastic and neatly stacking 
them next to the alcohol. The bottles of Jack Daniels, imported vodka and gin glistened under the lights of the 


backstage area. Leilanie fanned herself, calming down as she double checked the table before glancing around 


her with a shrewd eye, seeing if there was anything that she may have missed or looked over that needed 
done. She silently thanked the other backstage assistants who had taken care of everything else. She ran a 
hand over her deep copper skin, the hue dancing underneath the light. She winced irritably as she tugged at 


the crew neck of her work shirt. 
She hated it. 


The word ‘STAFF written in huge blocky letters on the back of her shirt made her feel ridiculous if she 
pondered too much on it. She smiled softly as she saw one of the fellow backstage assistants and a good friend 


come over to her. 
Jill. 


Her green eyes darted around her as if she was trying to escape from more tasks that they would pry her 
to do. Leilanie's eyes squinched up with her laughter, a bright smile framing her face as Jill's long vanilla blonde 


hair waved as she ran over to Leilanie. 


"Why didn't you tell me you were laying incognito..?" Jill whispered shrilly, looking relieved to be away from the 
madness. "God, one of these fuckers had me trying to put up a goddamn banner for two fucking hours now and 


| had to keep doing it over because he kept saying it was crooked." 
Leilanie let out a soft laugh. "I'm sorry you had to go through that. That sounded like it sucked...” 


"Sucked so fucking bad. Then, he says he wants me to come back later to help him with another. Bastard.," Jill 
grumbled before running her hands through her soft blonde ponytail 


Both of their eyes darted over the group of women walking with each other through to the dressing rooms. 
Jill scoffed and shook her head as she watched the women sway towards the hall, their outfits glistening and 


barely covering their golden bodies. 
"Ugh, look at those whores..,"uill spat softly before examining her nails. 


Leilanie watched all of the women curiously, all of them were world-class beauties. Their long legs framing well 
with their svelte figures, yet all of them ranged from different heights and different body frames but 
somehow they all looked the same. Leilanie raised a dark eyebrow as some of them looked over at both her 
and Jill before whispering to one another, their painted lips spreading in cliquish grins. Jill rolled her eyes before 
tossing her long ponytail 


"Bitches. | hate when they let these groupies backstage; they are such a pain in the fucking uterus," Jill said 
angrily. Leilanie nodded in agreement; it hadn't been the first time they had to deal with the venom that came 
with groupies. Most of them were pretty mean towards any female that worked closely with a singer or band. 
It has led to many fights between many of the women staff members and groupies, including herself and Jill. 


Jill had zero tolerance for them; her mind automatically drifted to the memory of Jill and groupie by the name 


of Lola going at it violently. Leilanie frowned at the memory, remembering how Jill almost killed the girl, tearing 


out Lola's hair fiercely and punching her violently in the face. 
"Hopefully, they won't do anything to disturb us today, huh?" Leilanie said as she tried to stay optimistic. 


"Yeah, right. As soon as the guys are done performing, they'll be ready to claw our eyes out if we get to 
close to Hetfield,” Jill groaned. 


Leilanie smirked when Jill mentioned James Hetfield, the frontman of the band that they staffed for, Metallica. 
She had been working for them for the past two years now, Jill worked for them way longer. She had learned 
a lot about traveling and the strain of concert preparation as well as touring. She also learned a lot about the 
envy of women who wanted to get closer to the band, men who wanted to do the same and the chauvinistic 
attitudes of some people around them. It never bothered her too much, her main focus was always her job. 
She always had a liking for the band members, having been around them at times. They were just regular 
guys, loved alcohol, music and women. She could admit she had the tiniest of crushes on James; he was 
intimidating at times but his smiles made him so inviting. The way his blue eyes would change color, from the 
darkest of cobalt to an ice blue and then even on to a platinum gray that illuminated from behind his wheat 
colored hair, trimmed mustache and tanned skin. Leilanie never really acted as if he would even glance at her, 
especially with the sea of women making their way in and out of their dressing rooms and hotel rooms like a 


revolving door, wiping at the corners of their mouths or adjusting their clothing. 
"Jeez, | shouldn't have mentioned James. | forgot how much a crush you had on him," Jill snickered. 
"Stop it," Leilanie chastised, making Jill hold her hands up in surrender. 


She wished Jill dealt with matters like this but Jill didn't favor men as much as she favored women. Jill was a 
bit more open than she could ever be when it came to sexual endeavors. She had sex before but with Jill, she 
discussed things that she had never even heard of, things that she would do with her girlfriend, Alison would 
make anybody blush. Alison was a sweetheart and she loved whenever she would come to visit Jill while they 
were on tour. Her big brown eyes and her pixie cut auburn hair would always light up a room, so petite and 
bubbly. A striking contrast to Jill, who was a few inches taller than her and boyish almost modelesque in 


figure yet the curves of her body signaled her femininity. 


"You know he looks at you sometimes. James..," Jill started, pursing her pink lips slightly as her green eyes 
scanned to see the crowd relaxing as everything was coming together for the show. "I think he has a bit of an 


eye for you...” 


"Don't be silly. He does not," Leilanie said, brushing off Jill's theory. Jill let out a short chuckle before shaking 
her head. 


"He does..l see it sometimes. | sometimes brush it off as a man being a man but he does look at you," Jill said 
quietly, making Leilanie look away. She suddenly looked up again when she heard the groupies come back into the 


main area backstage, some of them looking flustered and angry, probably because they weren't chosen by any 


of the band members. They were soon followed by the members of the group, carrying their instruments 
except for Lars, who twirled his drumsticks around in his deft, nimble hands. 


"Here we go..time for the show," Jill said as she stepped away and walked towards the area where all of the 
assistants went when the show would begin, Leilanie following closely behind. You can clearly see the 
performance from where they stood as they all prepared the fresh towels and bottles of water for when 
they would come off stage. Leilanie's eyes darted up in time to see James's flashing eyes looking over at her. 
She quickly tried to read his leer, the intensity of them sending waves into her direction, making her draw back 
a shiver. She looked away and over at Jill, who was busy talking with the other assistants. She darted her eyes 
over in his direction once more but he was focused and on stage, the light down over the stage before the 
smooth guitar strings filled the air followed by the screams from thousands of people who came to see them. 
She let her eyes watch as James flexed his muscles as he strummed his guitar, thrashing his head before his 
rumbling vocals filled the air, tossing his hair back. 


| see you swooning..." Jill muttered at her before giggling. Leilanie sighed and glanced back at her friend's 
mischievous eyes. "Your eyes haven't left him since he came out," 


| have my reasons..,Leilanie responded, her blue eyes darting over Jill's amused face. 
"Whatever you sayyy,” Jill sang softly as she patted Leilanie's shoulder with good nature, her soft unique smile 


warming Leilanie up. They continued to watch the concert along with the rest of backstage crew, enjoying the 
music and atmosphere. 


